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DESCRIBES SINKING

Muffled Blow and Lurch Only

Warning to Laconia, Says
Floyd P. Gibbons.

GRAPHIC TALE OF HORRORS

Passengers Were Talking of
Possibilities of Attack When

Torpedo Came.

(Continued from First Page.)
find he has told me that he saw their
lifeless bodies washed out of the sink-
ing boat.

United States Consul Frost at
Cork reported to the embassy in
London yesterday that Mrs. Hoy
and her dauchter had escaped in
a lifeboat which was swamped.
They were picked up. he said, by ,

another boat, but soon died from
exposure. They were buried at
sea.
The American survivors are Mrs. T.

TL Harris, of Philadelphia, who was
the last woman to leave the Laconia;
the Rev. Father Warelng. of St. 's

Seminary. Baltimore: Arthur T.
Klrby. of New York, and myself.

Chicago Woman Saved.
A former Chicago 'woman, now the

wife of a British subject, was among
the survivors. She is Mrs. Henry
George Boston, the daughter of
Granger Farwell. of Lake Forest.

After leaving New York, passengers
and crew had had three drills with the
lifeboats. AH were supplied with life-
belts and assigned to places In the
twelve big lifeboats poised over the
side from the davits of the top deck.

Submarines had been a chief part
of the conversation during the entire
trip, but the subject had been treated
lightly, although all ordered precau-
tions with strictly in force.
. After the first explanatory drill on
the second day out frpm New York,
from which we sailed on Saturday,
February 17, the "abandon ship" sig-
nal, five quick blasts of the whistle,
had summoned us twice to our llf"-bel- ts

and heavy wraps (with a flask
and a flashlight) and to a roll call in
front of our assigned boats on the top
deck.

Knew of Their Peril.
On Sunday we knew generally we

were In the danger zone, though we
did. not know definitely where we
were or at least the passengers did
not.

In the afternoon, during a short
chat with Capt. W. R. D. Irvine, the
ship's commander, I had mentioned
that I would like to see a chart and
note our position on the ocean. He
replied: "Oh, would your with a smil-
ing, rising inflection that meant "It Is
Jolly well none of your business."

Prior to this my cheery early morn-
ing steward had told us that we
would make Liverpool by Monday
night, and I used this Information In
another question to the captain.

"When do we land?" I asked.
"I don't know," replied Captain Ir-

vine: but my steward told me later It
would be Tuesday, after dinner.

The first cabin passengers were
gathered in the lounge Sunday even-
ing, with the exception of the bridge
fiend In the smoke room. "Poor
JJutterfly" was dying wearily on thetalking machine and several couples
were dancing.

Jnst Bids and Order
About the tables in the smoke room

the conversation limited to the an
nnuncement of bids and orders to the

Before the fireplace was a
little gathering which had been dub-
bed the Hyde Park Corner an allu-Mo-

I don't quite fully understand.
This group had about exhausted avail-
able discussion when I projected a
new bone of contention.

"What do you say are our chances
of being torpedoed?" I asKed.

"Well," drauled the deliberate Mr.
Henry Chctham. a London solicitor.
"1 should say four thousand to one."

Luclen J. Jerome of the British Dip-
lomatic Service, returning with an
Kcudorean valet from South America,
Interjected: "Considering the zone
and the class of this ship. I should
put It down at two hundred and fifty
to one that we don't meet a sub."

At this moment Ihe ship gave a
Midden lurch Mdcwas and "forward.
There was a muffled noise like the
Flamming of some large door at a
good distance away. The slightncsi,
of the shock and the meekness of thereport compared with my imagina
tlon was disappointing. Kvery man
in the room .a on his feet In an In
tftat.

Called It A Flzzer.
"We're lilt!" shouted Mr. Chetham.
"That's what we've been waiting

for," said Mr. Jerome.
"What a lousy torpedo:" said Mr.

Klrby, a typical New Yorkese. "It
must have been a flzzer."

I looked at my watch. It was 1030.
Then came the five blasts on the

whjstle. We rushed down the corri
dor leading from the smoking room
at the stern to the lounge, which was
amid&hips. We were running, but
there was no panic. The occupants
of the lounge were 'Just leaving by
the forward doors as we entered.

It was dark on the landing leading
down to the promenade deck, where
the first class staterooms were lo
cated. My pocket flashlight, built
like a fountain pen, came in handy
on the landing.

We reached the lowr deck. I
rushed into my stateroom, grabbed
life preservers and overcoat and
made my way to the upper deck on
that same dark landing.

Illumination Sated I.lif".
I saw the chief steward opening an

electric switch box In the wall and
turning on the switch. Instantly the
boat decks were illuminated. That Il-

lumination saved lives.
The torpedo had hit us well astern

on the starboard side and had missed
the engines and the dynamos. I had
not noticed the deck lights before.
Throughout the voyage our decks had
remained dark at night and all cabin
port holes were clamped down and
Ail windows covered with opauue
palnt.

The Illumination of the upper deck,
on which I stood, made the darkness
of the water, sixty feet below, ap-
pear all the blacker when I peered
over the edge at my station boat
No. 10.

Already, the boat was loading up

the ropes. I started to help near a
davit that seemed to be giving trou-
ble, but was stoutly ordered to get
out of the way and get Into the boat.

Only One Hysterical. '
We were on the port side, practi-

cally opposite the engine well. Up

and down the deck passengers and
crew were donning lifebelts, throw-
ing on overcoats and taking positions
In the boats. There were a number
of women, but only one appeared
hysterical little Miss Tltsie Slklosi.
a French-Polis- h actress, who

cared for by her manager, Cedrlc
P. Ivatt, appearing on the passenger
list as from New York.

Steam began to hiss somewnere
from the giant gray funnels that .tow
ered above. Suddenly mere was
fn.rlnr ati-lc- h as a rocket soared up
ward from the captain's bridge. leav
ing a comet's tall or fire. I watcnea
It as It described a graceful arc In
the black void overhead, and then
with an audible pop It burst In a flare
of brilliant colors.

There was a tilt to the deck. It
was listing to starboard at Just the
angle that would make It necessary
to reach for suppcVt to enaDie one 10

stand upright. In the meantime elec-

tric flondllchts large white enam
eled funnels containing clusters of
bulbs had been suspended frdm the
promenade deck and Illuminated the
dark water that rose and fell on the
slanting side of the ship.

"Lower away." some one gave the
order, and wr started downward with
a Jerk toward the seemingly hungry
rising and falling swells.

Suspended In Midair.
Then we stopped with another Jerk

and remained suspended in midair
while the men at the bow and the
stern swore and tusseled with the
lowering ropes. The stern of the boat
was down, the bow up, leaving us at
an angle of about 15 degrees. We
clung to the seats to save ourselves
from falling out.

"Who's got a knife? A knife! a
knife!" bawled a sweating seaman In
the bow.

"Great God! give him a knife."
bawled a half-dresse- gibbering negro
stoker, who wrung his hands. In
the stern.

A hatchet was thrust Into my hand,
and I forwarded It to the bow. There
was a flash of sparks as It crashed
down on the holding pulley. One
strand of the rope parted and .down
plunged the bow, too quick for the
stern men. We came to a Jerky stop,
with the stern In the air and the bow
down, but the stern managed to lower
away until the dangerous angle was
eliminated.

Then both tried to lower together.
The list of the ship's side became
greater, but Instead of our boat slid
ing down it like a toboggan, the taff-ra- ll

'caught and was held. As the
lowering continued the other side
dropped down and we found ourselves
clinging on at a new angle and look-
ing straight down on the water.

Saved. From Falling Over.
A hand Slipped Into mine and a voice

sounded huskily close to my ear. It
was the little old German Jew travel-ln- g

man who was disliked In the
smoker room because he used to speak
too certainly of things he wss uncer-
tain of and whose slightly Teutonic
dialect made him as popular as small-
pox with the British passengers.

"My boy, I can't see nothing," he
said., "My glasses slipped, and I am
falling. Hold me, please."

I managed to reach out and Join
hands with another man on the other
side of the old man and together we
held him In. He hung heavily over
our arms, grotesquely grasping all he
had saved from his stateroom a
goldheaded cane, and an extra hat.

Manv feet and hands pushed the
boat from the side of the ship snd
we sagged dWn again, this time
smacking squarely on the pillowy top
of a rising swell. It felt more solid
than midair, at least. But we were
far from being off. The pulleys twice
stuck In thlr fastenings, bnw and
stern, and the one ax passed forward
and back, and with It my flashlight.
a' the entangling ropes that held us
to the sinking Laconia were cut
away.

Man Jumped to Water.
Some shout from that confusion of

sound caused me to look ip. and I
really did ro with the fear that one
of the nearby boats was being lower
ed upon us.

A msn was Jumping, as I presumed,
with the Intention of landing In the
boat, and I prepared to avoid the im
pact, but he passed beyond us and
plunged into the water three Xeet
from the edge of the boat. He bob
bed to the surface Immediately.

"It s.Duggan," shouted a man next
to me.

I flashed th light on the ruddy.
smiling face and water plastered hair
of the little I anadlan. our fellow
saloon passenger. We pulled him
over the side. He spluttered out a
mouthful of water and the flrst words
he said were:

"I wonder If there. Is anything" to
that lighting three cigarette off the
same match? 1 was up above trying
to loosen th rope to this boat. 1

loosened It and then got tangled up
In It. The boat went down but I was
Jerked up. I Jumped for It."

How They Tempted Fate.
His first reference concerned our

deliberate tempting of fates early
In the day when he. Klrby, and 1

lighted three cigarettes from the
same match and Puggan told us that
he had done the same thing many a
time.

As wo pulled away from the side
of the ship its receding terrace of
lights stretched upward. Thn ship
was slowly turning over. We were
opposite that part occupied by the
engine rooms. There was a tangle
of oars, spars and rigging on the sent
and considerable confusion before
four fif the big sweeps could be
manned on either side of thn boat.

The gibbering bullet headed negro
was pulling directly behind me and I

turned to quiet him as his frantic
rearhes with his oar were hitting ni
in the back. In the dull light frmii
the upper decks I looked Into his
a anting face his eyes were all whites
and his lips moved convulsively. Be
sides being frightened the man was
freezing In that thin cotton shirt that
composed his entire upper covering
He wnuld work fecrihly to get
v arm.--

"Url Away From Her."
"Get auay from her, get away

from her," he kept repeating. "When
the water hits her hot boilers she'll
blow up, and theie's Just tons and
tons of shrapnel In the hold."

Ills excitement spread to other mem
bers of the crew in the- - boat. The
ship's baker, designated by hls.pantry
headgear, became a mmpetirig alarm-
ist, and a white fireman, whose blas-
phemy was nothing short of profound,
added to the confusion by cursing
every one

It was the give way of nerve ten-
sion. It was bedlam and nightmare.
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CONCERT TODAY
Or THE V B. SOLDIERS' HOME

BAND ORCHESTRA. STANLEY
HALL. AT :J0 F. It.

JOHN 8. M. ZIMMERMANN. Director.
March, "New York Hippodrome".... Soon
Overture. "Wo Grande" Beraenholts
Idyl. "Shadow Lanfl" Gilbert
Selection, "The Girl of my Dreams""

lloschna
Fox Trot. "Come On Along:" .Van Alstyns
Waltz Suite. "Sweet Metaorlw"...-)oy- c
Ilequett. "Whlitllnc Rufus" Mills
Finale. "The Irlta Kins Fryor

"The Star Spang-le- d Banner."

In our boat, I made my "way to the
stern and there found an old, white
haired sea captain, a. second cabin,
passenger, with whom I had talked
before. He was bound from Nova
Scotia with codfish. His sailing
schooner, the Secret, had broken In
two. but he and his crew had been
taken off by a tramp and taken (back
to New York.

Had to Hate Spokesman.
He had sailed from there on the

Ryndam, which, after almost crossing
the Atlantic, had turned back. The
Laconia was his third attempt to get
home. His name Is Captain Dear.

"The rudder's gone, but I can steer
with an oar." he said, "I will take
charge, but my voice Is gone. You'll
have to shout the orders."

"There was oniy one way to get the
attention of the crew, and that was
by an overpowering blast of profan
ity. I did my best, and was rewarded
by silence while I made the announce-
ment that in the absence of the ship's
officer assigned to the boat. Captain
Dear would take charge.

There was no dissent, and under the
captain's orders the boat's head, was
held to the wind to prevent us ?rom
being swamped by the Increasing
swells.

Second Torpedo Sent.
We rested on our oars, with all

eyes on the still lighted Laconia. The
torpedo had struck at 10:30 p. m ac
cording to our ship's time. It was
thirty minutes afterward that another
dull thud, which was accompanied by
a noticeable drop In the hulk, told Its
story of the second torpedo that the
submarine had dispatched through the
engine room and the boat's vitals
from a distance of 300 yards.

We watched silently during the next
minute, as the tiers of lights dimmed
slowly from white to yellow, then to
red, and nothing waa left but the
murky mourning of the night, which
hung over all like a pall.

A mean, cheese-colore- d crescent of
moon revealed one horn above a

rag bundle of clouds low In the dis
tance. A rim of blackness settled
around our little world, relieved only
dv general leering stars In the zenith,
and where the Laconla's lights had
shone there remained only the dim
outlines of a blacker hulk standing
out above the . water like a Jagged
headland, silhouetted against the
overcast sky.

Slid silently gown.
The ship sank rapidly at the stern

until at last Its nose stood straight
In the air. Then it slid silently down
and out of sight like a llece of dis-

appearing scenery .In a panorama
spectacle.

Boat No. 3 stood closest, the ship
and rocked about In a perilous sea
of clashing spars and wreckage. As
our boat's crew steadied its head Into
the wind, a black hulk, glistening
evil and standing about eight feet
above the surface of the water, ap-
proached slowly and came to a stop
opposite the boat and not six, feet
from the side of It.

"What ship was dot?" the correct
words in throaty English with a
German accent came from the dark
hulk, according to Chief Steward
Ballyn's statement to me later.

"The Laconia," Ballyn answered.
"Votr
"The Laconia, Cunard Line!" re

sponded the steward.
Asked About Passengers.

"Vot did she weigh?" was the next
question from the submarine.

.Eighteen thousand tons."
'Any passengers?"
'Seventy-three- .' replied Ballyn.

"men, women and children, some of
them In tlils boat. She had over 200
In the crew."

'Did she carry cargo?"
Yes."
'Well, you'll be all right. The pa

trol will pick you up soon," and with-
out further round save for the al
most silent fixing of the conning
tower lid, the submarine moved off.

'I thought It best to make my an
swers truthful and satisfactory, sir."
said Ballyn. when he repeated the
conversation to me word for word.

I was thinking of the women and
children In the boat. I feared every
minute that anmebody In our boat
might make a hostile move, fire a re-

volver, or throw something at the
submarine. I feared the consequences
of such an act.

Survivors Anzloas.
There was no assurance of an early

pick-u- p, even though the promise
were from a German source, for the
rest of the boats, whose occupants
if they felt- and spoke like those in
my boat were more than mildly anx-
ious about their pllght and the pros-
pects of rescue.

We made preparations for a siege
frorii the elements. The weather was
a great factor. That black rim of
clouds looked ominous. There was a
good promise of rain. February has a
reputation for nasty weather in the
North Atlantic. The wind was cold
and seemed to he rising. Our boats
bobbed about like a cork on the swells,
which fortunately were not choppy.

"How njuch rougher weather could
the boat stand?" This question and
the conditions were debated pro and
con. "Had our rockets been seen?
Did the flrst torpedo put the wireless
out 'if business? Did anybody hear
our S O S? Was there enough food
and drinking water In the boat to
last?"

Itesutt of Inventory.
That brought us to an Inventory of

our small craft, nd after much dlffi
culty we found a lamp, a can of
powder flares, a tin of ship biscuits,
matches and spar oil. f

The lamp was lighted. Other lights
were visible at small distances e.vrry
time we mounted the crest of the
swells. The boats remained quite
close together at flrsL One boat came
within sound, and I recognized the
Harry Ijtuderllke voice of the sec
ond assistant purser, last heard on
Wednesduy at the ships concert.
There was singing "I Want to
Marry 'Arry" and "I Love to .Be a
Sailor."

Mrs. Boston was In that boat with
her Itusband. She told me later that
an attempt had been made to sing
Tlpperary" and "Hule Britannia,"
but the thought of that slinking,
dark hulk of destruction that might
hsv ben a part of the Immediate

darktr.ess resulted In an abandon-
ment of the effort.

Warmth of Language.
"Who Is the officer In that boat?"

came, a cheery hall from a, nearby
light.

"What the hell Is It to yout" bawled
out our half frozen negro, for no rea-
son Imaginable other than, possibly,
tne relief of his feelings.

"Brain him with a pin, somebody."
yelled our profound oathsman, and
accompanied this with a warmth of
language that must have relieved the
negro's chill.

The fear of some of the boata crash-
ing together produced a general in-

clination toward further separation
on the pSrt.of all the little units of
survivors! with the result that soon
the small craft stretched out for sev-

eral miles, all of them endeavoring
to keep their heads in the wind.

Saw First Light.
And then we saw the flrst light

the flrst sign of.help coming the first
searching glow of white brilliance,
deep down on the sombre sides of the
black pot'of night that hung over us.
I don't know what direction that
came from none of us knew north
from south there was nothing but
water and sky. But the light It Just
came from over there where we
pointed.

We nudged violently sick boatmates
and directed their gaze and aroused
them to an appreciation of the sight
that gave us new life.

It waa way over there first a
trembling quiver of sliver against the
blackness; then, drawing closer. It
defined Itself as a beckoning finger,
although still too far away yet to see
our feeble efforts to attract It.

Baker Stood Treat.
We nevertheless wasted valuable

time and the ship's baker,
custodian of biscuit tin, did

the honors handsomely to the extent
of a biscuit apiece to each of the
twenty-thre- e occupants of the boat.

"Pull starboard, sonnies," sang out
old Captain Dear, his gray chin whis-
kers literally bristling with Joy In the
light of the round .lantern which he
held aloft.

We pulled, pulled, lustily., forget-
ting the strain and pain of Innards
turn and racked from pain, vomiting

--oblivious of blistered hands and
wet, half frozen feet.

"Crap-Shootin- g Finger.'
Then a nodding of that finger of

light a happy, snapping,
finger that seemed to say: "Come

on, you men," like a dice player woo-
ing the bones led us to believe that
our lights hart been seen. This was
the fact, for Immediately the coming
vessel flashed on its green and red
side lights 'and we saw It was headed
for our position.

We floated off Its stern for awhile
as It maneuvered for the best position
In which it could take us on with the
sea that waa running higher and
higher. It seemed to me.

"Come alongside port!" waa mega-
phoned to' us. And as fast as we could
we swung under the stern and felt
our way broadside toward the ship's
side. A dozen flashlights blinked
down to us, and orders began to flow
fast and thick.

Itesened At Last.
When I look back on the night, I

don't know which was the more haz-
ardous, our descent from the Laconia
or our ascent" to our rescuer. One
minute the swell lifted us almost level
with the rail of the low-bui- patrol
boat and mine sweeper, the next re-
ceding wave would carry us down
Into a gulf over which the ship's side
glowered like a slimy, dripping cliff.

A score of hands reached out, and
we were suspended In the husky,
tattooed arms of those doughty Brit-
ish Jack tars, looking up Into the
weather beaten. youthful faces.
mumbling thanks and thankfulness
and reading In the gold lettering on
their pancake hats the legend "II. M.
S. Laburnum."

In Open Six Hours.
We had been six hours in the open

boats, all of which began coming
alongside ono after another. "Wet and
bedraggled survivors were lifted
aboard. Women and children first
was the rule.

The scenes of reunion were heart- -

gripping. Men who had remained
strangers to one another aboard the
Laconia wrung eacli other by the
hand or embraced without shame. The
frail little wife of a Canadian chap-
lain found one of her missing chil
dren delivered up from another boat.
She smothered the child with raven
ous mother kisses while teara of Joy
streamed down her face.

Boat after boat came alongside.
The waterlogged craft containing the
captain came last. A rousing cheer
went up as he landed his feet on the
deck, one mangled hand hanging limp
at his side.

Tars Gave ITp Clothing.
The Jack tars divested themselves

of outer clothing and passed the gar
ments over to the shivering members
of thn Laconla's crew.

The little officers' quarters down
under the quarterdeck were turned
over to the women and children. Two
of the Laconla's stewardesses passed
boiling basins or navy cocoa and
aided In the disentanglement of wet
and matted tresses.

The men grouped themselves near
steam pipes in the petty officers'
quarters or over the gratings of the
engine rooms, where new lire was to
be had from the upward blasts ol
heated air that brought with them
the smell of bilge water and oil and
sulphur from the bowels of the

Injured rut In Hunks.
The injured all minor cases,

sprained backs, wrenched legs or
mashed hands were put away In

bunks under the care of the ship's
doctor.

Dawn was melting the eastern
ocean gray to pink when the task was
finished.

in the officers' quarters, now In-

vaded by the men, somebody happen
ed In touch a key on the small wooden
organ and this was enough to send
some callous seafaring fingers over
thn keys In a rhythm unquestion
ably religious and so Irresistible un-

der the circumstances that although
(Continued on Fifth I'age.)
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Reproductions of Imported Hats
BY PALAIS ROYAL MILLINERS. VERY SPECIAL

at $5, $6 and $7.50

new Spring fashions better than usual $5.00 to $7.50 hats just in time for "the Inauguration."
The new Sailors and Rolled shapes, with Satin and Georgette facings. .The newly fashionable trimmings,
narrow ribbons, bead ornaments in high colors and, of course, flowers galore. And the cute, small high-crown- ed

hats with their ornaments of stick-u- p feather. Straw trimmings also. A collection of hats at
$5.00, $6.00, and $7.50 to delight, because certain to include the ideal for every visitor.

" If the hat is to be made in time to on "the Fourth" please don't defer a visit Tomorrow
should be the day to call.

UNTRIMMED HATS,' $1.50 $1.98 $2.50 $3.00 $3.50
Trimmed By Palais Royal Milliners a Guarantee Beet Possible

The haf can be selected to harmonize with suit or dress here in rote, chartreuse, African brown, rose,
gray, violet, gold, hluc, citron, sand and black. And just the shape to suit the individuality of the wearer,
while following Fashion's vogue. To select from are all new shapes, small, medium, and large. Mate
rials include hemp and lacquered chips. But it is the vartetyand' expert and sympathetic service of the
Palais Royal milliners that make the selection of a hat here'so satisfactory.

Palais Royal Second Floor Parlors 6 Elevators.

V A Splendid Showing of

KID GLOVES v

In All New Spring Styles Colors.

1 --clasp P. K. and Cape, in tan, white, putty,
brown and pearl, with Paris-poi- nt stitching and
one-ro- w stitching. Overseam; white, black,
tan, gray champagne. 1 --clasp Wash- - " Cfl
able White Doeskin. H.OU

KAYSER'S SILK GLOVES
The Palais Royal has long been looked upon as

headquarters for Kayser's Guaranteed Silk Gloves.

The Spring season of 1917 finds a full stock here
of the new gloves at all prices, from 50c to $2.00
per pair. Specials as follows:
AT 50 Kayser's 73 Kayser's
Silk Gloves with tJuaran- - and 12 button Silk Glorcs,
teed finger tips. All j white, black, and colors.
sixes. In black, white, with self and contrasting
gray, pongee, and tan.
AT tl .00 Kayser's
and Silk Gloves,
white, with black and
white embroidery.

stitching.
AT JU.K Kayser's
"Queen Elizabeth," In
black and white only.
Guaranteed finger tips.

CHAMOISETTE GLOVES
At 75c

Better than chamois skin these Fabric
Chamois Gloves because uniform throughout and
most desirable. White washable the most prac-
tical as well as the daintiest In appearance.

Falais Royal Street Floor.

A GREAT SALE

Linoleum
Offered In three Important lots

at prices that mean two yards for
the usual price of one yard, while
quantities are large, the demand
will be great, and an early re-
sponse is Imperative. On sale to-

morrow morning at 9 o'clock.

Cork Riled Linoleum

29c &
Felt Back Linoleum

Because they are remnants we
offer In tomorrow's sale genuine
cork-fille- linoleum, in lengths of
2 to 3V- - yards, plenty to match up,
also felt back linoleum. In lengths
up to 13 yards, all In new tile wood
and conventional designs, 2 yards
wide, at 29c sq. yd.

Palai ltoyal Second Floor
New Building.

9 K P.

The

of

and

Basement Store
The four leading attractions on tomorrow's

Tables are told of below:

Children's Amoskeag Gingham Dresses

Sl'IXIAL. 98c TO.MOUHOW.

Of a standard Amoskeag cloth, guaranteed fast
color. In a range of neat checks and a variety

. ta a l Mnn.tn llnnu inma US ft n Ttlfl tl ft- , - ;--r no-r- r.-:..

fonts, an inn piaiiu, mj ;-- .,"...- -

mbrolderv edges and large collar effects, conslder-n- g

the materials, the best value we have offered.
Ixpcnsive looking Dresses at a modest price. Sizes

to 14. Special at 08.
Genuine "Heatherbloom" Petticoats

M'lXIAI'81.49
come In all black and green, copen, navy

and wU'terla. made with flounce with three
small plented ruffles, also a black
with floral flounce. Elastic waist band with
"Heatherbloom" on the band of each petticoat. Will
outwear silk petticoats and are as attractive in
nnnfurnn PC

Only 1MJ In the lot.

SPECIAL

Special at SI.48.

$1.79

M. M.

wear

the

and

only

wldo
Paia.

TOMoiinow.

Thv

Tojiortnow.

Another genuine Heatherbloom in extra size,
black only Tn regular sizes you will find attractive
models with accordion pleated flounce with
three small pleHtrd ruffles In black, green, rose,
gray, copen, and wisteria. A regular S1.98 value.
Sperlnl SI.70.

Children's Wash Dresses
si'kciai. CQ Tosionnow.

Just as mother would have them with plenty
of material, assuring width of skirt, etc. And of
gingham In attractively colored stripes that will
prove Uundrv proof So with the needlework! And
fsshlonablc styles with lseed front. Copenhsgen
blue collar and cuffs and pleated skirt. Sizes liber-
ally made -- 0 to 14 years.

rry special ut 5lc.
Palais Royal Basement Store.

mvrmmmmmm
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STREET

Results

Silk Hose Best Colors
Special 59c PP

Spring poems In colors pink, sky, verdure,
green, cell. blue, navy. Ivory, champagne, fawn, the
scare shades of sliver, gold, gray. Bronze, black,
and white.

With double soles, high heels, and lisle garter
tops, these Silk Hose, will compare with many
tailing-- at 75c

Street Floor, near Eleventh Street Door.

Kayser's Underwear
vVamen's TJalon Salts, low neck, sleeveless, tight

and umbrella style; lace trimmed and shell: also en-
velope chemise, white and pink, ordinary and extra
sizes, reinforced.

Special at 59c and 65c
TVamen'a VtntM, lisle,

low neck, sleeveless,
plain and crochet yoke,
ordinary and extra sins.

: vaioea at
Palais Royal Street Floor.

G

fVoaiea'a Testa, low
neck. sleeveless, also
bodice Vests. 25c values
at Me far tkrec leeea
r each at lite

$2.00 and $3.00 Corsets
Special '149 7omorrow

The third floor shelves are cleared of "broken
lota" and this street door table la tilled with' real
bargains. All sizes In one style or another, from 19
to 33. Included are new models, lacing both front
and back: long and medium hips, and low and me-
dium bust models, of white and flesh coutli. Soma
have elastic section at bottom of skirt double boned
throughout, with rustproof steels.

$2 to $3 Corsets at Only $1.49
' Palais Royal Street FloonTables.

Battleship Linoleum

85clV
S3.00 to SiSO Values.

IT. S. Government Standard
and in. thick: plain brawn orgreen, in two to six yard lengths.
Colors all match, so that you can
cover large rooms with these
lengths, and after the seams are
cemented the appearance will be
uniform.

Best Inlaid Linoleum
Q K sq- -

Yd.
Standard at S33 Sq. Yd.

Best quality grade. A straight
line Inlaid linoleum. In pretty inter-
locked stone effect, choice of blue,
green, or terra cotta, lengths up to
10 yards; plenty to match up for
full size rooms..Palais ltoyal Second Floor
New Building.

New Spring Suits

Special 1 K - Tomorrow

TUB DASE3IEVT STOKE Is to demonstrate the
possibility of entirely satisfactory Suits at only
J 13.00. This Is a low price this season. In view of
the higher cost of materials and the tailoring.

TIIR SUPKnion TAILORING assures lastingly
graceful lines, while the quality of the Peau de
Cygne and Brocaded Silk Linings gives the appear-
ance of more expensive suits.

MATKRKI.S Include Poplin and Serge, all-wo-

fabrics of substantiality and In colors to rely
upon.

STTI.KS Include plain tailored and many plaited
effects. One model is nlaited back and front: another
has six deep pleats In back of coat; collars are wide,
some with top collar of white silk faille or velour.
11 any models show many rows of heavy stitching.

COLORS Black, Navy, Green,
Gold, Gray and Copen.

We do not claim these to be other
than $15.00 Suits, but they are
the best to be had at this price,
and considerably superior to the
majority.

A critical visit is requested:
Palais Royal Basement Store.
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